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This is actually the most fucked up thing I've ever written, and I've written a lot of fucked up shit. But | think 
it turned out good enough to share, so enjoy these disturbed Gothenburg boys. This takes place in the early 
Ws sometime, so they would've been between the ages of 19-23. 


"Careful, now, don't go too deep," Tompa said. 

Mikael's hands shook as he drew the blade across pale skin. Niklas lay there on the dirty old mattress, 
unmoving, watching with glazed-over eyes, as the sharp metal split apart the skin on his chest, just above his 
left pectoral. Mikael bit his lip, a bit shocked at the deep ruby that surfaced and began to dribble out. 

"You okay?" he breathed. 


Niklas's eyes fluttered shut, and he nodded. 


"He likes it," Tompa said, amused. The older man got up from where he was sitting on the couch next to 


Anders to switch the Death tape they were listening to over to the other side. He hit ‘play’ on the cassette 


player and the music filled the space once more, giving the environment the air of a usual day for the friends. 


This day, however, was quite far from the usual. 


"Do above his dick next," Anders directed, loudly so he could be heard above the music, taking a swig of 
cheap beer and smirking. This was all a joke to him, maybe to Tompa, too, but to Mikael, bloodletting his best 
friend was very serious. This was something he had never done before, hadn't even considered doing before 
until Today. But in his buzzed high, it made perfect sense. Yes, it made perfect sense that his reserved, gentle 
friend Niklas would be getting satisfaction from something as dark and disturbing as this. 


The four young men were at Tompa's place. The At the Gates singer was the only one who had his own 
apartment in Gothenburg proper; the younger ones still lived at their parents' homes in the suburbs. The 
basement apartment was a bit grungy and probably violated a few building codes, but they could hang out 
here at all hours of the night, listening to metal, trading tapes, and getting drunk. The incandescent lights on 
the stained drop ceilings cast a sickly yellow-green glow on the wood paneling and brown carpet, and the only 
furniture in the living room was inherited from Tompa's grandparents. The floor and shelves were littered with 


vinyl records and cassette tapes; dozens of posters were tacked onto the walls. It wasn't exactly glamorous, 


but it suited the metalheads just fine. 


Tompa had invited them over for a party in celebration of At the Gates snagging a record deal. As far as 
Mikael was concerned, Tompa and company had truly made it. A record deal was the dream, having one's own 
apartment and getting to have their music released nationally - perhaps even worldwide - was the definition of 
success. Mikael envied and looked up to the older one. He hoped to be in his shoes one day with Dark 


Tranquillity. 


Jonas had left the party earlier, since he had his day job to work the next morning, while his twin brother 
hadn't made it out at all. Adrian came over for a bit but had been dragged away by his girlfriend well before 
midnight. The drummer hadn't been much fun anymore ever since he started dating her, and it was rare to 
see him out partying at all. Jesper had remained the longest, until they started chatting about their neighbors 
in Norway and the bloody black metal scene - that's when things had begun to get bloody in Tompa's own 
apartment. The guitarist had given them a wary look when Tompa jokingly suggested they make an album cover 
to compete with the likes of The Dawn of the Black Hearts Then, maybe, it would put the Gothenburg scene on 
the map. 


Now it was just the four of them, and it had to be around 2:00am. Mikael would've checked the clock, but 
the one hanging on Tompa's wall needed the batteries replaced and had been stuck on 6:37 the last month or 


So. 


He straddled Niklas on the dirty mattress, still mildly horrified at the blood he'd pulled from his friend's 
chest with Tompa's kitchen knife. Tompa approached them, kneeling onto the mattress beside Niklas, and swiped 
his fingertip along the cut. Niklas hissed in discomfort. Tompa moved his finger along Niklas's stomach, creating 
a crude drawing of a penis with Niklas's blood. It was now that the distinct coppery scent of blood wafted into 


Mikael's nose. 


Tompa snorted, amused, and straightened up, digging into his pocket for his cigarettes and a lighter. 


"Take a photo of that for the next In Flames album, Fridén," the eldest said, lighting a cigarette and 
returning to the couch. "True art right there." 


"True Gothenburg melodic death metal," Anders joked, picking up the disposable camera they'd bought at 
the pharmacy earlier. He tossed it at Mikael, who caught it as it hurled into his chest. "You'll have the best 


angle." 


"Shouldn't there be more blood first?" Niklas asked. He looked up at Mikael through thick eyelashes, 
trusting, while the redhead peered through the camera lens and snapped a photo of Tompa's fine art. 


"Told you he likes it," Tompa said as Mikael wound the wheel on the camera When he finished, he discarded 
the camera on the mattress next to them. He picked the knife back up and looked down at his bare-chested 
friend. 


"You sure this is okay?" he said quietly, softly enough that the other two couldn't hear over the music. 


"IFs fine," Niklas said. "I'm actually - it actually feels kind of good, in a way." As he said that, he blushed 
deeply and glanced away. 


Mikael looked over at Tompa and Anders for direction Anders was busy packing a new bowl on the 


scratched up coffee table. Tompa simply raised his eyebrows at him, exhaling smoke into the room. Mikael 


looked back down at Niklas. 


Carefully, softly, he drew his fingertips down his friend's chest, to his stomach, smearing some of Tompa's 
drawing. Niklas's stomach quivered as Mikael went lower, below his belly button, to his pelvis. 


"Here?" he asked. Niklas looked back up at him, wide-eyed. Mikael placed the sharp-end of the blade against 
the soft skin. Slowly, he pressed it down until he broke the skin Niklas moaned plaintively, and Mikael's hands 


began to shake again. He lifted up the knife and watched, fascinated, as dark red seeped out of the wound and 
dribbled down toward the band of Niklas's underwear. 


He placed the bloody knife aside and put his fingertips in the wound, coating them with hot, thick blood. 


Niklas winced, flinching away from him. 
‘I'm sorry," Mikael breathed, smearing the blood across Niklas's soft tummy. 
"Don't stop," Niklas replied, barely a whisper. 


"Lick him clean," Tompa said over the music. Mikael jerked his head over in the older man's direction, his 


jaw falling open in surprise. The At the Gates singer grinned lazily. "It'll be cool. Throw me the camera: 


With his non-bloody hand, Mikael tossed the disposable camera at his friend. It landed in Tompa's lap. He 
picked it up and peered through the lens. Next to him, Anders lit up the pipe, taking a long drag of marijuana 
before offering it to Tompa. Keeping the camera in front of his face, Tompa sucked in some of the smoke 
before returning the pipe. Steadily, the oldest got off the couch and lowered himself onto his knees beside the 
mattress, taking a photo of the two younger Swedes. 


"Do it. Lean down and lick the blood," he said, exhaling smoke. 


Desperately wanting Tompa's approval, Mikael slid backward along Niklas's thighs until he could bend over 
and dip his tongue in the small slit. Niklas's hands flew up and grasped his hair, shaking. 


"Shit. That's actually - actually really badass," Tompa laughed, taking a photo. Mikael heard the continual 


click and winding of the camera as the At the Gates singer documented them. 

Niklas's blood tasted metallic, strong. More blood seeped out of the wound, which Mikael collected and let sit 
on his tongue. He wasn't sure if he should swallow it, he let it drip back out of his mouth, hanging on his 
bottom lip and dribbling down his chin. A string of saliva dripped down, mixing with the blood 

"Dude, that's so fucked" he heard Anders say. 

"Shut up, man," Tompa said, his voice gruff. "Keep going, Mikael.” 

Niklas's fingers tightened in his hair as Mikael swiped his tongue back into the wound. 

"Look up at the camera," Tompa said. "Let me see the blood on your face." 

Mikael obeyed, feeling his friend's hands drop from his head. 

"Needs more," Tompa decided, swiping his hand across Niklas's still-bleeding chest and painting the blood 
across Mikael's cheeks and lips. Tompa grinned perversely and snapped another photo. "This is so fucked up. You 


look like a fucking animal." 


The redhead grinned, proud to please his friend. The older one placed his hand on the back of Mikael's head 
and pushed down, guiding him back to the blood. He felt Niklas's thighs flex beneath him as he swirled his 


tongue along the cut. 


"Hand me the knife," Tompa said. Before Mikael could find it, Niklas grasped the hilt of the knife and gave it 
to Tompa. With less care than Mikael, Tompa dragged the knife across Niklas's chest, opposite of where Mikael 
had cut him. More ruby dripped out, and Niklas sucked in a breath at the pain 


"Shit, be careful," Mikael said automatically, defensive of his friend. 


"| barely grazed him. He's fine," Tompa insisted, swiping his hand through the blood and wiping it across 
Niklas's chest. Niklas yelped in pain. His once unmarked, snowy white skin was now covered in copper and red. It 


really did look like a painting; Niklas looked like art to Mikael. "See? Hardly any blood out of this one. Here." 


Tompa presented the knife back to Mikael, and the redhead took it with still-shaking hands. Tompa backed 
away and watched; Mikael put the knife aside and placed his fingers on the freshest cut. Niklas groaned 
uncomfortably. Not knowing why he decided to do it, Mikael lifted his hand in front of Niklas's lips, swiping the 
man's own blood across his mouth. Niklas raised his eyebrows at Mikael before darting out his tongue to lick it 
up. While his lips were parted, Mikael inserted the tip of his finger. 


Niklas's tongue was hot and lush as it swirled around Mikael's fingertip. The redhead bit back a moan and 
took back his hand as though it had been burned. He looked at Tompa for instruction, but the older one was 
just staring blankly down at the blood. He glanced next at Anders, but the man on the couch was lost to the 
world, his high apparently settling back in 


He returned his gaze to Niklas. His best friend was giving him a look he'd never seen before. If Mikael didn't 


know better, he would've mistaken it for arousal - but surely Niklas was not aroused by this, not sexually? 


He felt Niklas's thighs flex beneath him again, and he looked down to the cut on his pelvis. The blood was 
starting to dry a bit, and some of it had stained the band of Niklas's underwear and jeans. Mikael placed both 
hands on Niklas's bare hips before leaning down and lapping up the remainder of the blood, this time swallowing 
it without hesitation. He heard Tompa curse beside him and wished, for a moment, that Tompa and Anders 
weren't in the room with them. 


"His dick's hard," Tompa said. "This shit just got fucking gay." 
"What?" Mikael said, sitting back up and seeing the lump that had formed in Niklas's jeans. 


Its - | --" Niklas stammered, moving to try and cover himself out of embarrassment. Mikael grasped his 
wrists and held his hands back, staring down in amazement. Niklas squirmed beneath him. 


"You should take off his pants," Tompa suggested. "Cut close to his cock, see how he reacts." 


Mikael could feel Niklas's heartbeat in his wrists; it was going a million times a minute. Mikael let out a 


shaking breath that he hadn't realized he'd been holding in. 


‘lm going to take off your pants, Niklas," he said gently, looking at his friend for consent. The blonde looked 
back at him, wide-eyed, flushed red in shame. "It's okay." He felt Niklas relax beneath him, so he released his 
wrists. Niklas dropped his hands to his sides. Mikael slipped his fingertips into the band of Niklas's underwear. 
He tugged down, and Niklas lifted his hips to allow Mikael to strip him. 


Mikael wasn't expecting to react the way he did when Niklas's body was bared to him. He felt his heart 
flare in his chest while he dragged his eyes over his best friend's exposed skin. Milky, soft white thighs. Mikael 


wanted to sink his teeth into them. And his cock... It stood proudly in a nest of honey-colored hair, bright red 


at the tip and swollen. Why was the redhead salivating? He found his jeans were beginning to feel restrictive. 


‘Ive heard that some people are into bloodletting as a sex kink," Tompa said. "Didn't actually think that was 
a real thing, though. This is fucking insane. You always liked this shit, Niklas?" 


"| - | don't know," Niklas stammered, blushing. "I've never done this before." 


‘lm too high for this," Anders said from his seat on the couch. He regarded them with a lazy smile. "You 


are all a bunch of closeted gays." 


"Shut the fuck up, Fridén," Tompa said. The eldest picked up the discarded knife and pressed it to the 
sensitive skin of Niklas's inner-thigh. Niklas sucked in a breath. Mikael saw his cock twitch as Tompa split the 
skin 


"Shit - SHIT - shit, Tompa, that's deep, | ---" Niklas cried, shrinking away from the blade. Mikael watched in 
fascinated horror as blood started to cascade from the cut, soaking the old mattress in dark red. The sickly 
metallic scent grew stronger. Anders had to be able to smell it from where he was sitting. 

Tompa tossed the knife aside, a disturbed look coloring his face. 

"Fuck, Niklas, l'm sorry," he stammered, sitting back and standing up. "Ill go grab a towel." 

"Wait," Mikael said quickly, grabbing Tompa by the wrist. "Give me the camera’ 


While Tompa went to get a towel, Mikael aimed the camera and took photos of his quivering, paling friend. 


"It fucking stings," Niklas hissed, clutching his thigh near the wound as the blood continued to gush out. 
Mikael leaned forward, snapping pictures of the sliced up skin and Niklas's bloodied fingers. 


"Does it hurt in - in a good way?" Mikael asked, taking one more photo before he set aside the camera. 
They made eye contact, and Mikael felt heat sit low in his stomach. He reached an unsteady hand forward and 
collected some of the flowing blood on his fingertips. It was so warm. He wiped it along the top of Niklas's thigh, 
drawing thick red lines all the way down to his knee. 


"Is hard to explain," Niklas said. "But - yeah, it does. Could be because l'm high, though." He huffed a small 
laugh through clenched teeth. 


Tompa returned with the towel, a small kitchen hand cloth, and tossed it at the guitarist. 


"Can you help me?" Niklas asked, giving the towel to Mikael. Mikael took it and wrapped it tightly around 


Niklas's upper thigh; Niklas moaned at the touch, and Mikael wasn't sure if it was from pleasure or pain. He 


saw his friend's cock twitch as he tied the towel in a knot. The blood quickly soaked it through, but perhaps it 


would stave off the gushing for now. 
"That's better. Perhaps we should get you cleaned up," Mikael suggested. 
"No," Niklas said, picking up the knife and handing it to him. "Keep going." 


Mikael took the knife and stared at his friend in surprise. Niklas sat up slightly, his weight on his elbows, 


and waited. 
"You sure?" 


"Of course he's sure," Tompa said, settling cross-legged onto the mattress beside them. "His dick is about 
to explode. Look at him. This is his wet dream." 


Mikael shifted out of his straddling position and pushed Niklas's legs apart. On the opposite thigh, the one 
that wasn't wrapped up, Mikael stroked his fingers upward, dangerously close to Niklas's cock. The man's thighs 
flexed and his cock twitched again at the touch. 


"Right here," Mikael breathed, his voice inaudible above the volume of the heavy metal still blasting on the 
cassette player. He crouched close so that he could see the skin slice apart, only centimeters from Niklas's 
firm balls. At this proximity, the blood smell was overpowering, and it was mixed with the sexual musk and 
sweat of his friend. He inhaled deeply, knowing he was visibly hard by now. He had lowered inhibitions thanks to 
the beer and the marijuana, but he was still self-conscious about being aroused in front of his three friends, 


about being aroused by something as fucked up as this. He hoped none of them would notice. 


He pressed the blade down, just firmly enough to split the skin and release a dribble of red. Quickly, he set 
the knife aside and craned his neck down, swiping his tongue out to collect the blood as it exited the cut. He'd 


never been so close to Niklas's intimate area as he was now. 


Tompa cursed beside him and he heard the click and wind of the disposable camera. He was too distracted 
to care what the other man was doing, though, because Niklas's fingers were suddenly wound in his hair, 


tangled up in his red curls, and the guitarist was keening, whining plaintively as he lapped up his blood. 


"Fuck, shit, oh my...” the blonde cursed, fingers clenching and releasing, pulling Mikael's hair as he rocked 
back and forth between pain and pleasure. "Fuck, Mikael, | ---!" 


Mikael sat up, the blood thick and coppery in his mouth, dripping from his lips. He spat it out onto Niklas's 
hard cock and watched as it trickled down into smaller droplets and settled into the fine blonde hairs at the 
base. Mikael dry-heaved slightly but regained control of himself by biting his lip. If he thought too much about 
the blood in his mouth, he would definitely throw up. He had a feeling that, while he and Niklas were into the 


blood, no one in the room would enjoy puke. 


"You two are sick," Tompa said. Mikael watched as the older singer ran a hand across Niklas's stomach, up 
his chest, to one of the open wounds there. He ran his thumb over the hardened nub of Niklas's nipple before 


smearing the blood around it in a circle. Niklas moaned again, and this time it was audibly all pleasure. 


"You guys are all so fucked,’ Anders said, but his voice was suddenly way closer than it had been prior. 
Mikael snapped his gaze away from Niklas to see the man settle on the opposite side of the mattress. "Bunch 


of fucking weird homos." 


With the three of them now sitting around Niklas, Mikael thought absently that this looked like some sort 


of strange ritual. He watched as Anders curiously touched the wound on Niklas's pelvis. Niklas flinched. 


"I want to cut him. Can | cut him?" Anders asked, but he directed the question to Mikael. Mikael shrugged. 
Niklas's body was not his to give away. 


"Go ahead," said Tompa, who apparently did own the rights to Niklas's body. "Do his arm." 
"Be careful," Mikael said quickly. "Don't go deep." 


Tompa handed Anders the knife and Niklas tilted his arm towards him. Mikael held his breath as Anders 
pressed the blade against the inside of Niklas's bicep. 


"That's enough," Mikael found himself saying as he saw the red surface. It wasn't much, but he didn't feel 
they ought to cut Niklas anymore that evening. This bit of blood stayed in its place, clinging to the skin. Anders 
placed the knife aside, looking as though his curiosity was sated. 

"You like this shit, don't you?" Tompa asked Niklas. "Do you like being hurt in other ways, too?" 

"| don't know," Niklas said. "| haven't tried ---" 

He didn't finish speaking because his breath was taken away when Tompa closed his hand around his throat, 
cutting off his windpipe. Mikael watched, stunned, as Niklas's eyes bugged out of his head and his mouth fell 
open. He arched his back and his hands flew up to grasp Tompa's arm. 


Tompa released him after only a few seconds. Niklas gasped. 


"His cock is leaking," Anders observed. "He likes being choked. What else do you like, Niklas? What other 
fucked up shit are you into?" 


"Guys, | think maybe we should stop," Mikael said, but he said it so feebly he didn't think either of them 
heard. 


"You think he likes being hit?" Anders wondered. "Maybe he likes being tied up, too." 


"You want your hair pulled, Niklas?" Tompa asked the guitarist, threading his fingers in his blonde locks and 
yanking at his scalp. Niklas groaned, squeezing his eyes shut. He loosely gripped Tompa's arm, but didn't protest. 


"Guys, c'mon," Mikael tried. Niklas continued to take their humiliation, twitching beneath their prodding and 
pulling. When Anders spat on Niklas's face and the man flinched, Mikael had enough and pushed him away. 


‘Seriously, stop! Leave him alone." 
"If Niklas wanted us to stop, he'd tell us," Anders said, glaring at Mikael. 
"IFs okay," Niklas insisted. 


"No, it's not. We need to clean you up and bandage your cuts," Mikael said firmly, and to his relief, his 
friends listened to him. 


"C'mon, Fridén, help me drag this mattress to the dumpster. It looks like a fucking murder scene," Mikael 
heard Tompa saying as he locked himself in the bathroom with Niklas a few minutes later. 


Niklas sat shakily on the toilet seat, and in the brighter light of the vanity, Mikael could see how deep his 
cuts were. The singer opened the medicine cabinet, carefully avoiding looking at his own blood-smeared face, 
and shuffled around some toiletries and prescriptions before he procured a box of Power Ranger themed 
band-aids. Mikael snorted to himself as he shut the cabinet and examined the small box. 


"Sorry," Mikael said, showing Niklas the bandages. "All Tompa has are these." 
Niklas grinned and shook his head. "It'll have to do." 


Mikael dampened a washcloth before crouching in front of his friend. Niklas looked timid as he glanced away 
from Mikael's gaze. Mikael figured he was embarrassed about what had just happened, or self-conscious about 
his nudity and arousal. As gingerly as possible, Mikael touched the warm washcloth to one of the wounds on 


Niklas's chest. The blonde sucked in a breath. 


"Sorry," Mikael said softly, gently cleaning him off. He carefully wiped the drying blood from each cut, one 
at a time, bandaging them as he went. By the time he got to the last cut, the deep one Tompa had made on 
the inside of Niklas‘s thigh, the guitarist was decorated in colorful Power Rangers band-aids. Mikael unwound 
the kitchen towel from Niklas's leg and stood to wash it off in the sink. He rinsed it until the water ran clear, 
wrung it out, and knelt back down in front of his friend. 


The wound was still bleeding, but not nearly as bad as earlier. Mikael watched the blood gathering at the 
surface of the slit. He placed his fingertips near the wound, gently tracing the soft skin. Niklas whimpered and 
reached out a hand to Mikael's head. He twisted his fingers in the red curls, and Mikael looked up at him 
curiously before leaning in and touching his lips to the inside of Niklas's thigh. 


"Oh," Niklas moaned plaintively. He tightened his fingers in his friend's hair. "What are you doing?" 


Mikael didn't reply, just ghosted tiny kisses along Niklas's skin Niklas's breath hitched and came out in little 
pleased gasps. The singer stopped his kisses just short of reaching the cut. He sat back on his heels and 
wrapped the towel back around his friend's thigh. As he tied the towel into a knot, he saw Niklas's cock was 
fully hard again. Unable to stop himself, Mikael brushed his fingers against it. It jumped at his touch. 


"Mikael," Niklas warned. Mikael wrapped his hand around the base and Niklas gasped. 
"Shh, shh," Mikael said, tilting his neck forward, "just let me..." 
"Mikael" Niklas said again, more ardently, and Mikael closed his lips around the head of Niklas's dick 


He tasted salty, musky. The copper tang of blood was there, too, from earlier. Mikael fought his urge to 
gag and began to bob his head, swirling his tongue around the stiffened member. Niklas's fingers remained 
tangled in his hair. The sounds of his ragged breathing and the wet noises of Mikael's sucking filled the 
otherwise silent bathroom. Mikael braced himself with one hand on Niklas's thigh. The other hand wandered 
upward, to his friend's chest, and settled over one of his bandaged wounds. He pressed his palm into it, hard, 


eliciting a surprised and pained noise from Niklas. 


"You're gonna make me --" Niklas panted, then moaned. His thighs shook, and his fingers clenched Mikael's 
head to him as an orgasm wracked his body. his balls emptied, filling Mikael's mouth with jet after jet of thick, 


strong-tasting cum; it seemed it would never end. 


Mikael gagged, unprepared, and jerked his head back, cum dribbling out of his mouth and down his chin as 
he wretched. He fought to regain control of himself and sat back, wiping his chin with the back of his hand. He 
looked up at his friend with watery eyes. The expression on Niklas's face was strange, unfamiliar. Mikael wanted 


to throw up. 

Shit. He was going to throw up. 

"Niklas - move - I'm gonna ---" 

The guitarist managed to stumble to his feet, out of the way, and Mikael lifted the toilet seat open just in 
time to vomit into the bowl. His whole body wretched. He clung to the toilet and emptied his guts. The swirl of 
red appearing in the toilet water only made him gag more. It was Niklas's blood - his blood, his cum, and all the 
alcohol Mikael had consumed earlier. There it all was, the disgusting acts Mikael had committed that evening, 
staring him in the face. 


He fell back onto his ass weakly. 


‘lm gonna go get dressed," Niklas said awkwardly. "Would you like me to get you a glass of water?" 


Mikael nodded, the taste in his mouth revolting. 


Later, the two of them sat on the floor of the bathroom, backs against the tiled wall, sobering up. Tompa 
had gone to bed and Anders had fallen asleep on the couch. Mikael wanted to go home. As the fog from the 
marijuana and alcohol cleared from his brain, he was beginning to feel more and more mortified over what had 


transpired between him and his friends. He couldn't even begin to imagine how Niklas felt. 


Mikael took one last sip of water from the paper cup Niklas had brought him before standing up and 
tossing it in the small waste bin by the toilet. 


"Lets go home," he said. 
On the way out of Tompa's apartment, Mikael snatched the disposable camera. He tossed it in the 
dumpster as they walked by it in the brisk, eerily silent early morning air. The bloody mattress was sticking 


out of the top. Mikael felt his stomach churn upon seeing it. It made this all too solid, too real. There was no 
pretending that this hadn't happened, even if they threw away the evidence. 


The short drive home from Gothenburg was silent. Normally, the two listened to music in Mikael's car, but 
the tape that was in the player needed rewound. Mikael supposed he could've turned on the radio, but he felt 
like it wasn't right to listen to music right now. There were no other cars on the road at this surreal hour. 


Only a few lone streetlamps and the headlights of Mikael's car lit their path. 


As Mikael slowed to a stop in front of Niklas's house, just a few houses down from his place, he placed the 
car in park and put his hand on Niklas's wrist. 


"You okay?" 

Niklas didn’t look at him. "Yeah" 

"Do - do you want me fo stay with you, tonight?" 
Still not making eye contact, Niklas shook his head. 


"Hey, wait ---" Mikael started, before he knew what he wanted to say, as Niklas opened the car door. He 


held onto the man's wrist. 
"What?" Niklas said, looking down at his lap. 


‘Its okay. Right? Everything's all good?" 


Niklas nodded, expressionless. 

"Good night, Mikael. l'Il see you tomorrow at practice." 

Mikael released his hand and watched him exit the car. 

‘See you tomorrow," Mikael said, feeling disappointed for some reason Perhaps that was just his body 


returning to sobriety - falling from an epic, animalistic high to a throbbing, depressing low. 


Mikael crept up the stairs to his bedroom a few minutes later, not wanting to wake his parents. He crawled 
into bed without undressing and let sleep overtake him, the taste of his best friend's blood still lingering on the 
roof of his mouth. 


